He was a good actor and possibly the stage lost a 269
brilliant performer when he devoted himself to the
P. P. S. and Bojowka and the Legions. He was act-
ing in the Citadel when he feigned madness. He was
acting at the hospital in St. Petersburg, where after his
escape the doctors discussed Ms case and some of them
still declared that lie was insane.
%;Look away," he once said to a young friend, "for
a few seconds. Then turn back—I shall be quite inno-
cent. You will see what a good actor I am."
When she looked at him again, she could hardly be-
lieve it was the same man. His face was completely
changed, the eyes especially—the personification of inno-
cence*
He had unquestionably gifts as an orator, but little
opportunity to develop them. Sometimes he repeated
a word, using it like a motif in music. Often he made
a striking combination of words having the same sound,
words not combined by Poles, so that it was especially
Impressive. He was never interested in the making of
fine phrases, but spoke right to the point, grasping the
essence of things. He thought faster than he could pro-
nounce the words; the shorthand report of a speech
showed here a subject omitted, there a verb; but the
music of his voice carried the listeners along so that
they were never conscious of omissions.
He was an excellent lecturer, speaking slowly, clearly,
forcibly. Officers who heard his military lectures say
he was their best instructor, he made everything so
clear; but it was taxing to listen, for every sentence was
important; they had to concentrate without a moment of
relaxed attention.
He spoke French, German, Russian, in addition to
Polish. He understood English, but did not speak it
often. He knew the dialects of White Russia and the
Ukraine. Without having finished at the university, lie
had an amazing fund of general infonnatioa.

